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Artis the realization of undeceived empathy, The world is the grand 
theatre of reality where all of nature is indifferent and suffering is 
immeasurable. Our understanding of the world is severely limited 
and our personalities are elusive. 

Our genesis comes from the improbable play of life and is one 
with all life. The transcendence of cataclysms has replaced the most 
mighty creatures with the warmth of the meek. We inhabit an ever 
evolving world, where change is moving perpetual. The minuet of 
time and the funeral march together play childlike. 

Art expresses the depth and diversity of emotion and aspires ro 
offer us its development and movement. Literature is valuable to us 
in its insight into reality, its value comes not from the authenticity 
of the work alone, but also from the authenticity of the author. 

Literature strives to attain the vitality of sanity. We witness 
through literature the rebirth of our human dignity by the rejection 
of disgust and renew the freshness of our living perception by 
2ugmenting the depth of our emotional wealth. 

Aesthetic merit includes the perception of emotion and values 
and cognitive depth, so as to realize through universal subjectivities 

€ nature of reality and truth. 

Literary achievement is the coming together by which we move 
from mere being to meaning, and by the realization of the awful 
"ature of reality, strive to move together towards the ideals of the 
worlds of greater truth. This brings to our conduct the need to 
ee the world as both separated and united with us. Literature 
iis for its creativity freedom of expression, and it expresses 

“sonality in its freedom of playful happiness. 
“erature realizes the depth of the interrelatedness between 

"Y teuth and goodness, which is the definition of human sanity, 
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which we hold dear in our love. Through literature we realize the 
nature of empirical reality, and struggle in our striving, to realize 
meaning, joy and principle. Our fulfilment is an evolution of joy and 
not a finality. We overcome our loss in our journey. 

The six harmonies of literature: 

1) Adbhuta Rasa — The strange gives us sustained wonder, 
at realizing our unity with the universe, and the unity of all that is 
familiar with what appears unfamiliar. 

2) Shanta Rasa — Peace and calm gives healing and resolution 
to emotional development. Restraint gives aesthetic expression its 
quality, by giving us what is most valuable and most meaningful. 
Extravagance has immense value in art, so long as it is perfected by 
the principles of an inner restraint. 

3) Shishu Bhava — Childlike wonder gives us insight into the 
elemental value of creation, which is freedom from violence, freedom 
from coercion, and the freedom to originality. 

4) Lila — The play of life gives us change. We witness the 
development of themes, their convergence and divergence, and 
variations on themes. By development we triumph over sorrow, 
we gain peace over tragedy and we witness the fall of mere power. 

5) Truth — By truth, I refer to the authenticity of a work, in its 
wholesomeness, in the particular greatness of its smaller components 
and excerpts, and in its expression of life-giving vitality. 

6) Craftsmanship — Craftsmanship is essential to the creation 
of great art, but not the supreme measure of great art, which is 
empathy. Craftsmanship can add toa work the qualities of darkness 
of timbre, gravitas of cognition and tones that are grave. 

Art and literature go beyond the improbable wonder of mere 
survival, to point to the value of sanity and its essence, empathy, in 
our collective striving to become biologically human and humane. 
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The slave ship 

I hear all around the chiming ocean waves, 

T am sea-swept in lofty sojourning, 

I feel the fresh sea breeze on my vivacious sails, 

I know the grand, endless, vast expanse, of freedom. 

Over the bubbling ocean, uncounted souls I have imprisoned, 
Ravished, ravaged souls and genius of Africa's peoples, 
A-holocaust, humiliated and murdered ; 

By the greed and cruelty of slavers oppressed. 


None hears their voices, for their voices have been muffled, 

Their manades chain them, they are enslaved, imprisoned and 
re-imprisoned, ; 

They are huddled without space, without air, and without light, 

Their families are with rude hands separated, 

Sister from brother, infant from mother, 

The girl child, too young to understand what happens and why, 

Awaits her sorrows and her deaths, 

By the greed and cruelty of slavers oppressed. 

The slavers jeer amongst themselves, 

Certain that the Gods never punish their sins, 

Certain thar history will praise those who bully most, 

Certain, that their oppression will last eternal, 

Certain, that their hypocrisy will endure, 

That their families will deny their crimes, 

Thar their families will forget their crimes. 

While I sail my mast most free, many within me are enslaved. 

Over the glittering of the rolling waves, 

With unfettered yearning I sail, 

Over the murmuring of the fandango waves, 

Over realms mellow and passionate, 

I embrace the shimmering cerulean sea, 
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I see the glacier, islands and archipelago, 

I see the whale, turtle and dolphin waft, 

I sail through ocean tempests free, a7 

By the wave-touched bay and seashore I hear 

The palmtree leaves gently murmuring, 

By the coral atolls and clear waters, 

I see the coelacanth, the seadragon, 

The nautilus, the giant squid, and the blue-ringed octopi, 
I am calm, with tranquil freedom, 

I swim in the azure ocean, 


With sorrowful, sad, free, dark, midnight-blue waves. 
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Ode: Democracy of dreams 


Aria 


To hear the sound of sea waves is to hear the sound of loss, 

Thar waves of calm to the heart of memory toss, 

Ever graceful, teaching a transcendence of limitedness, 

A look of autumn, a journey beyond suffering. 

Sorrow reflects chought unbounded beyond location, 

Joy lives in the clime of creative imagination, 

Having seen a vision of time, I had at last gladness, 

Knowing all things, known and unknown, have an endlessness. 

A meeting where melodies sad and happy bend, 

Wonder and delight, may sweet remembrance tend, 

A land unaccompanied where the heart is found alone, solitary, 
silent. 

Waves of calm and strength have been from afar sent, 

Waves of grief may eclipse much that is best, 

Waves that gave sorrow may give calm, tranquil rest. 


2 


The solitary woods I pass in the morning, and silence to me in 
light and shade is singing, 

Happiness loves but loves not too much, what love ennobles 
how can reason touch? 

Leaves falling, murmuring, it is only when I lose you that I 


realize how much I love you, 
Losing you again and again I witness the sweetness of this life 


as ever true. 


14 — Ritwik Ghosh 


Gentle like starlight, sad like the land of enduring night, 

Scarlit night amidst the endless dance of light and shade, 

Witness to sorrow that laughter cannot fade, 

Here in the woods with night retreating, light co light has its 
greeting. 

Here consciousness floats on a fragile surface, 

Slow, suave, timeless, filled with unending overflowing grace, 

Ever vying to rise into the expanse of joy above, 

Or experience the loss that comes in the depth of love. 
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Love, it is to be presumed, is ancient, like the light of the firefly, 

Playing upon sublime ruins, a jotting of hope in the depth of 
the murky night sky, 

A glimpse of solace that comes from a land and time far away, 

A glance of peace gleaming the tale that truth somewhere shall 
find its way. 

Beauty in myriad things grows in eternal renewal, 

Vivacious as summer life warmly pastoral. 

From loss comes discovery, as from winter the lovely spring, 

Time new discoveries to the insight of joy and mirth brings, 

Green vales of thought, glorious grow, 

From an ineffable summer of rejection, does virtue flow, 

Beauty never can decay, for it has its rebirth, 

Memories sweet, like meadows have their mirth, 

The web of joy brings together all notes in musical sound, 

With glissandos of praise in the chirp of uncounted birds, the 
vast cerulean clouds are crowned. 
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Mirth gave an ebony rose at life's morning, to cherish, to bless, 

As marvellous hope to hold to my heart's tenderness, 

As garnered light from celestial midnight, an oft redolent 
innocence, 

Enthralled by the casket of sweet longing reminiscence, 

As the heart to it knew in harmony the flower of devotion, 

Beloved as a moment of smitten emotion, 

aii descends upon feelings held too near, too long held too 

eat, 

As the beginning is destined to embrace the end, 

The loss unspoken is a sorrow time does not suspend, 

By night the petals fall, to reveal an inner sorrow that remains 
as all, 

As life has offered the inheritance of a delicate mirth, 

A discovery of forgiveness on a diurnal earth, 

I need not forever searching roam, 

Knowing in my inner joy hope shall have a home. 
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The meadow grows gorgeous at night, 

The canopy of leaves embraces the charms of moonlight, 
Caterpillars feel lonely and unappreciated, 

Yet to be beloved butterfly flocks they are fated, 

In the tender night, owls their realms survey, 

With outcast joy, with dreamlike joy, they welcome the dark 


passing of the day, 


With empathetic glances, with sweet smelling dances, 
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Blessed with gentle whispers, adventurous in fugal vespers, 

Owls, above lakes and brooks, witness the minuet of time, 

Sweep away the ruins of the sublime, 

All that is wonderful to them it seems, 

Flows away on the ripples of a stream, 

In the brevity of life, they do not squander time with strife, 

They alone being wise, can with mutual empathy, love with a 
love that is free. 
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Raindrops wet blossoms, joy opened flowers, 

Raindrops wet oranges, petals opened by joy, 

Rain warm graces the land with fresh love, 

The smell of life's joy arises, freeing memory, 

Rain offers romance innocence, by sharing joy, 

Sleep is the nightingale of new time, 

Gentle is the music of slow silence, " 
Roses imperfect have a perfect beauty, 

Moonlight gives hope to the cloud heart, 

Magnolia passionate with amber harmony, 

The labyrinth of life, nightingale ripens into fugue, 
Longing deep with forgetting, happy ebony with sad jade, 
Butterflies devoted to wild liberty, 

Free, the offering of contrapuntal calm. 
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I know that the little love I have received in my life 
Is worth more than all the hatred man has felt for humanity, 
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That is why, all injury flung upon me, I wash away 

In the rain bath of a new morning's awakened arising. 

To be able to feel joy in the joy of others, 

Is intensely more, than to feel joy in the pain of others, 

Because I was born with this ability, rather than the other way 
around, 

I have loved genuine smiles, with genuine joy, 

I have loved genuine happiness with genuine happiness, 

The inner intricacies of inner voices are secretive mournings, 

A bower of calm warmth, beneath sovereign branches. 

An armada of paper boats with treasure laden on the deck, 

In the midst of success lies the omen of the wreck. 

On a planet life begins, and on another it ends, 


The questions of life remain unanswered. 
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Cradled by tender calm, within a sanctuary only good can 
touch, 

Asleep under branches blessed by gentle dreams, 

A puppy lies in cranslucent majesty, 

Ducks float upon rivulets, whose waters rejoice in wavelets, 

From the treetops fall the songs of the leaves, 7 

In the valley, shadows in harmony are unravelling, 

Under silent stars vernal beauty blooms an ancient splendour. 

Hardy must be the heart against the arrows of evil, 

A rabbit promenades through unsullied grass, 

Dewdrops in melancholy kiss the rose, 

A dewdrop falls, 

Ripples on the water, 


18 Riewik Ghosh 


The puppy is asleep, 
Its mind is on a voyage, on a stream of an imagination 
unending, 
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Columns and towers broken by time are strewn across the vale, 

The laurels adorning the fields ardent are now sere, 

Sorrow is the theme of life, and our living is many variations, 

Clouds in darkness abyssal, in blithe prancing lifted, gather, 

Cloistered peace in a garden is a surpassing affection, 

Benevolent phantoms play in the shadow world of an arbour's 
serenity. 

The moon rises, welcoming the night, and the sea, 

And the breeze from the river blowing away memory, 

In the manner it blows away gently fallen feathers, 

Our living dance has become dappled, 

Nurturing sleep is cavorting in the unknown, 

Good hearts care not to come in lovely forms, 

The loom of the clock weaves the tapestry of death. 

In life's entrance most glorious is the dream of innocence, 

Perhaps, on some far planet, they walk, for whom 

Sweet feelings bring only, sweet feelings. 


10 


Under the gentle moon, in lonely space, perched upon a 
flowering tree, 

O calm hummingbird, iridescent in the night, 

Never fearing song and words, the horizon does not witness 
your obscure form's silhouette, 
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You witness, grazing sheep are not safe, for man in 
amity hurts the innocent. 

Your trill, graceful, offers peace to the cloven red sunset 

To your hearing, is the chromatic descent of eivilisscigs 

In the desolation of cold, barren, infinite space, 

Here alone sings the lone voice, singing sorrow to the 
immensity of hurt. 

In the smile of your eye lives on youths summer, 

You remind me of my love, who left me, 

But never did end faith and friendship, 

Merely, that fate had other plans. 

Flakes of darkness fall, dark butterflies flicter, 

When I sigh for lost time, your chant falls upon my memory 
reminding, 

Amidst sorrow unending, life's small measure of joy is 
wonderful. 


pretence of 
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Tortoise, older than the trees, 

Too many partings have given you sadness, 
Make me your friend, before your passing heals your grief. 
When funeral bells will twinkle no more, your peal fading 
Will fade the woodland fields. 

Illusions of hope and glory give way, 

Leaves droop, downcast with downward mourning, 

All the universe is indifferent, 
Stormy weather is a prelude to 
Humans come giving suffering upo? all, 
Humanity is more sinning than noble, 


the ripe bounty of summer. 
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The zephyr blows away our hopes and illusions, 

Your slow-moving peaceful form is a lost greatness, 
Most warm with slow-garnered thought, 

Not assuming victory and defeat last long, 

You endeavour onwards to attain possibilities unknown. 
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A flower falls, life falls as well, 

There are many butterflies in the flowerbed, 

If a few Ay away, their disappearance is mournful, but none 
mourns. 

The scents of lamentation waft our serene sorrow, 

The foliage of our hopes is embraced by a cloud, 

Forgetting our sadness, mirth rises in tranquility, 

Life is a blink in time, and in its brevity is worth joy. 

Only yesterday the rose was in bloom, 

Now the petals have fallen. 

We do not know what we have lost, 

Most relations we do not feel. 

The song in my heart is sad, none can hear it. 

Nightingale on the high branch, your song now seems happy, 

I hear it, ic speaks of hope, 

I feel it deeply, but do not know its language, 

Not able to embrace its full meaning, 

I feel lost in sorrow for all that is missing. 
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13 


When we had our acquaintance, I felt our meeting had no 
beginning, 

When we parted, I felt our parting had no ending. 

Immense silence, pulsating forth, lies in the seed of the future, 

The vast play of being is a black forest, 

We hope our lives will be a transparent joy, 

Filled to the brim with warm sweetness, 

The joy that we have may lack profound authenticity, 

Personality is deceptive, unable to give darity of understanding, 

Our deeper minds stride away from revelation, softly, quietly. 

I hope to plunge into epiphany, living as the fugue of an 
enchanted lyre. 

To glide on a stream like a leaf, 

With the radiance of innocent smiles that are genuine, 

To cry in the warm rain, and in the cold rain, 

Wich longing for genuine feeling, with longing for deep feeling, 

To let go of all that we must let go. 
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Dewdrops fall with the sound of strings plucked, 

The crypt keeps many hopes, 

The paths to paradise have inscriptions we cannot read, 
Veiled to us is the face of the future, 

The chrysalis of doom is woven unseen, 

Uncanny paths connect the past with the future, 

Birds twitter, uncanny minds defy our understanding, 

Olive trees murmuring lamentation suffuse sweetness into the 


twilight, 
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Strange forms of laughter babble under the silent 
companionship of the uncounted stars. 

Our lives like fish strive upon the stream, 

Knowing nothing, uncertain of time, swimming into doubt, 
gliding into mystery. 

The world is like a touch-me-not forest, 

All at once it closes, and by hug and hand, all at once it opens. 


is 


A requiem of silence upon the field descends, 

Without meaning, without reason, without purpose, 

Intimacy fills the streets and our eyes, 

The earth is savaged and woe endures, 

Senseless is the grave and time is askew, 

The candles blow away in the quiet flow of the wind, 

Under the poplar love is deserted, 

There stood the puppy crying, 

In grief, by snowfall, the clouds weep slowly. 

We live in longing, we hope in longing, 

A cat mews in mourning, 

To dead kittens the world remains winter, 

Man is evil, men are evil, and the Gods are unaware in their 

splendour, 

They rejoice in sportive music, our crying, and its dissonance, 

have not reached them. 
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The night breeze blowing gently blesses the orchard, 

Happiness wounded by jagged existence, 

The puppets play amongst themselves, 

On many a landscape inconsolable, 

New roads are discovered whose end we do not know, 

The worst and the best are at times invisible, 

Setting sail on new oceans, new sailors face the unknown, 

Spells are cast that enchant and beguile, 

Nocturnal tranquility invites the sublime warmth of belonging, 

Our lives are the distillate of the incomplete, 

Our lives, forward and back and in time echo, 

The song comes to a pause, comes forth the void of the 
voiceless, 

In the sleepy gardens we walk on dream paths, 

At nightfall, our walking in silence merges with the pilgrimage 
of the galaxies. 
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Solemn sighing, whispering, courting, 

The consort of the ocean is the moon, 

The flow of passion and the ebb, under the stars sinking, 
Merry is the reflection on the pondlet, lovely the space, 
The garden is serene, and the time is green, 

The bees are a heroic sublime, 

The calm ocean breeze is coming ashore, 

The lilacs resurrect the vigour of an epoch past, 

The bumble bee tells me tales, 
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A lark ascendant, upward rises beyond me, 

Blessed by simple love, healing the winters of the past, 

I blossom as a reposed red rose, 

My petals are blessed by the dew and the touch of gentle 
moonlight, 

I become an image of love deeply cherished, 

Now forgotten, now lost, now betrayed. 
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All the bliss of the world is a glass palace most fragile, 

I hope to sally forth into the ennobling greenhouse, 

Melancholy clouds are overcast, 

Wondrous and boundless is the night of rain, 

The green of the forest our hearts mend, 

The vesture of the universe is darkness, 

I imagine a world of ideal habitude, 

The showers of morn are compassionate, 

The vines on the arches are in glorious bloom, 

By the radiance of sanity we rise, sojourn and soar. 

The fragrance of summer rain gives life to memory, 

Many have gone away, only the shadows we love remain, 

Andante in the garden, adagio in the heart, your image comes to 
me in my heart, 

It becomes a dove, and silently flies away. 
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Lovingly you grow lovelier, 
Bringing harmony into creation, 
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Uniting life to the spirit of beauty, 

You give love its world of beaury, 

Under the exuberance of the rainbow puppies play, 

‘The trees with ripened fruit are mellow with madrigals, 

T embrace the holy night and the dark coolness of its beauty. 

In the morning as the rosebud opens its lids, so I too open 
mine, 

May your life aspire like the osprey on the water mists above, 

In the plenitude of the future, much will never be seen again, 

Enrapturing diversity lovingly its songs intone, 

In the dustered copse of speech, fond of dissonance and 
fragrance. 

Waft upon the rising cloud dance of discovery, of the 
labyrinthine isles unblessed, 

May in life, the love you receive be true. 
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In life, many things are never cold, 

They remain as the silent sadness of being, 

The world is full of sadness, uncounted and unmeasured, 
My joy is tinged with the sorrow of the world. 

In our lives, there is much we alone feel, 

There are stories we alone can tell, but cannot share, 
There are things we alone know, 

Histories and tales we alone know, 

Memories we alone can summon, 

Of those who loved, and walked and were. 

In the solace of solitude and privacy we recall, 

The sadness and beauty of a ruined world. 
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On life's grand tree, we come as a flourish of vivid, vibrant 
flowers. 

And then, without discovering, without knowing why, 
slowly, we fall away, one by one. : 
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In the river, a shoal of fish. 

In the sky a flight of ducks, | 

Around me orange flowers. 

A sweet somnolence reposes the honey-filled bees, 

‘The arpeggios of the gentle waves adagios the wooden boat. 
‘The woods are bacchanal with a serenade of bird-born laughter, 
‘The murmur of the weeping stars echoes back within me. 
‘The ewinkle-tinkle of bells are melodious riddles. 

Our hands hug in purple reveries, our laughter mingles, 
We make memories without lies, _ 

Our memories become worlds of love. 

In a world where speech and action oft do lie, . 

May we act truly, to create our dreams. 
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‘The light of dawn bathes the calm beach, 

The trees are green tresses, 

The flowers are black locks, 

The peal of the melancholy oak falls, 

The waters are azure and the many leaves lullaby, 
The docks meditate passing, 

A swallow flies into emptiness, 
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Animals with clean hearts take mud baths, 

Humans with dean appearances are in inward decay, 

Our homes are wide open spaces on the vast, 

In the adventure of speech, 

In the cascading meeting of islands, 

Cool douds on mountains and hills meet and part, 

They carry the message — beauty is born when we against 
violence speak. 
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The light of the forest is covert, 

The orbs of the wood become generous, 

Lemons, golden, are in holy glory amidst starry innocence, 

In your innumerable branches unfolding, lifting, elevating, 

Cherubs of many colours play, 

In agons colosseum globes of darkness are juggled, 

Happy owlet pinion boundless in the tranquil eye of the 
tempest at sea, 

The air is upward rising, a new age calls, 

Courage has its resurrection, against violence and shame, 

Revivify the wheel of fate, 

Against the marquetry of unending deceit and lying, beguiling 
promises, 

Life is a concerto grand of the play of improbable chance, 

To hail the novel in life, to welcome well the arrival of the new. 
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Not bliss alone, nor sweet warmth, 

But an austere sublimity I desire, 

To marvel ar the varicoloured beauty of the true, 

I do not know the paths, 

Of where we come and where we go, 

Of this world I know a part, 

T know nor the whole, 

Fairies alone are clad in justice, 

T desire a world striving artless, 

The gossamer gleams in the artifice of illusions, 
Time is an enigma, whose cards are given strangely, 
Imagination is witness to unopened possibility, 
The years have passed, and you, I remember, 

Our lives, human life, are a reliquary of the long lost. 
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Crystal knowledge, glimmer green, the celestial orbs. 

On a planet ever fond of peace, empathetic shepherds ponder 
the constellations, 

In the knowledge-loved grove touched by blessed streams, 

Well-developing ciaconnas are ever new, 

Their unbroken lives they love, 

They hear in their melodious long-loved sleep, the world’s 
unbroken symphony, 

Clad splendour over glad thoughts overgrown, 

Creatures in the lap of marble are in all hues well honeyed. 

In frolicsome mirth, lovely and free, realize well-cempered 
dreams, 
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I wish the world be beautiful, 

I wish life be in harmony, 

By shedding in full measure the snake skin of the past, 

To secure joy in the world of the peaceful, 

To rejoice in an upsurge of healing, to fill all the heart, 

With the full bloom of new vivacity, new meaning, new vitality. 
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Casting aside all doubt, and uncertainty, 

Speak forth the deathless words, 

Embrace metamorphosis, welcome the strangeness of change, 
I see the lovely sparrows explore the streams of manifold life, 
Sparrows that play and peck and in loving reflection pause. 
In virtue I witness your beauty in a time of beauty. 

Love is sacred for it is the very rarest of things, 

Trust was not born of this world. 

Scale the high peak of peace, 

To strive for this world the end of the vile, 

To awaken a world without coercion, 

To welcome reason in words, speech and song — 

Welcome strangeness, come change, come. 
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There is the great joy of uncovering mysteries and revealing 
secrets. 

I hope the wheel of virtue is in velocity. 

In the invisible spider web of this world, 

We entangle ourselves unto death. 
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I hope to pluck the fruits of other worlds. 

It is no loss to be forgotten by all, 

‘To witness things as they are, 

To discard delusions, 

To see things as neither more nor less than what they are. 
‘The world we live in is ever changing, 

‘The world is ever new, and is bathed in newness. 

Once gone, that which is gone never comes back. 

It is a world of eternal loss and newness, 

Loves do not live on, life does not come back, 
Immortality never occurs, 

Every now and then the world and all its people become new. 
We live in a world of lost love, 

Of love that was not genuinely valued, 

Nor honoured, nor recognized, nor returned. 
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O how can I express my dreams? 

The paths we trod together are lost in new grass. 

O how can I tell my love? 

The paths we walked leisurely have been by flowerbeds all 
covered, 

Radiant woods bloom with sensuous laughter, 

It is no great loss to be alone and lonely, 

A nightingale sings in lofty cantabile, 

Believe no heart, believe in no one. 

Victory and failure, accomplishments and futilities, shall all 
pass. 

This world is an actor's theatre, a carnival of masks — 


THR DEMOCRACY OF DRBAMS 41 


A meeting between the born good and the born evil. 
Perhaps, one day life shall invent such thae 
Only the empathetic are born and thrive in that good invention. 


29 


I desire the will co rebel, 

There is life in our artless meeting. 

Your sadness is in the gentle breeze. 

The waters are serene, and glad is the oar. 

The new world the past does enshroud. 

All around is uncontrolled liberty. 

The streamlets murmuring mourn. 

A hundred flowers invite the butterfly. 

The graceful clouds are tranquil and I wander, 
The moon becomes an emblem of hope, 

I wander in a world nameless, 

I discover joys nameless, 

Luthiers are inventing instruments yet unnamed. 
In grave peace, new music never before heard is to be made — 


An overture to a baroque future. 


30 


Emerald is the sea, and white is the sand of the sea, 
The moths have flown away, 

In leisure the clouds carry away all memory. 

Sleep falls on sleep, under cool shade. 

On tranquil waters hope is adrift to who knows where. 
In pure peace the sound of raindrops, 
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We are visitors in a world of emptiness, 
Meaning is elusive and I know not this world. 
This world is cloaked in knowledge and mystery, 
Of the sadness of the boundless unknown, 

Of the sadness of the never expressed. 

Bring to this earth the glory of words, 

By letter, speech and frolicsome email, 

Awaken a democracy of dreams. 


31 


An oasis lies without farewell. 

On a gondola floating serenely, 

The song of the carnival of the future, 

In the dreams of gfadioli, the bees play, 

In my heart there are many paths, 

I do not mourn the paths I never can be, 

Joy can be cheap, happiness is rarer stuff, 

I desire a world where peace and nonviolence are alike infinite, 

To ascend the duty to free speech, - 

To walk beyond sorrow, to rise from despair to the full dignity 
of the humane. 

Truth heals all, the variety of bees hums variously, 

To call the ever more genuine, 

Of the saviour that is the rarest of all things — unfeigned humane 
human personality. 

In your coronal festival, O clouds, elevate my humane 
messages to the untamed stars. 
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32 
Quodlibet 


Little cherubs, in the world of surpassing nonviolence awake. 
Welcome the new season ever well-spirited, 

To adore, to replenish, to rejuvenate life, 

To love the hymn to sleep. 

The worth of love is infinite, 

Love wafts us above to the lofty embrace of the galaxies, 
The dreamy repose of the falling flowers, 

Invites us to a romance of rococo laurels. 

The bells solemnly toll new melodies, 

The orchards slumber affection, 

New homes rejoice in their primal happiness, 

Yearn for liberty and thought and speech. 

May love give birth to mutual light, 

Create a universe of honeycombs and sweet madrigals. 

In hope of an age of freedom, may songs of greeting waft. 
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The sap in the trees grows, 

Once more my leaves are green, 

I feel my love is empyreal. 

Innocence, open your eye. 

By a hug that can bear all truth, 

Here and nowhere else, end my sorrows. 

They alone, whose deeds are ever good, are truly beautiful. 
Here in my arms, lives a puppy true and dark. 

When I am fallen, in the mud and in neglect, and weakness, 
Help me with recognition, give me the grace of your look. 


2 


The brook flows, 
Its gurgle is a most sweet music, 
Too beautiful for many to admire. 


3 


A firefly, 
In its faint gentle glow, 
Childhood's dream. 
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Saigyo song 


I want to die, 

In the winter, 

Under the tranquil stars, 

When the night is moonless night. 
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Cobweb song 


a? 


We must end all suffering. 

Beautiful cobwebs are woven by beautiful spiders, 
May the mosaic of grapes grow verdant, 

I become a nocturne, walking on many paths, 
Knowing the peace that is spread between worlds. 
The rain falls upon me, I surpass all sorrow, 

I hear its soft song, it tells me to dream again. 
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Songs 
on. 


<a) 


1 


Life, 

Like gentle snowfall, 
Comes, 

Meles, 

Goes. 


Z 


Ic was for you, 

That I wrote many a song, 

To give joy to you, 

Who I must leave before long. 


3 


When the bell tolls parting, 

Let go of my hand, 

Forgive what did not occur, 

Welcome the waves that wash away our close footprints on the 


sand. 


4 


O blossoms, 
Remind me, 
Of those I once loved. 
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Minuet 

The night sky is vast with unnumbered hopes, 
Each ewinkle of the celestial chamber 

Invites life to explore the paths of the stars, 
The poco andante of the stars 

Reminds us of the path we walked, 

Of the unending pilgrimage of life, 

Of ceaseless striving, to find meaning, fully vital and genuine. 
To find a happy harmony 

That is intrinsic in all being. 

To realize a friendship with truth 

Thar can heal all loss, 

And fly like an owlet ascendant, 

In the perceptive living sublime. 

I witness the echo of life, 

I feel the fugue of life's triumph, 

I feel the exuberance and the surge of exultant duty, 
I love the sombre festivity of the woods. 

I behold the peaceful repose of teeming nature, 
By the gentle cantabile brook I am pastoral. 
Life moves to a ceaseless dance, 

In the murmuring of leaves and flowers, 

And in the sleep of worlds. 

Its song gives a message of calm, 

To keep the form of unmarred hope, 

Hope of unending virtue, of harmony, 

Hope of rebellion and of strength, 

Of hope that is boundless, 

Hope of unending vitality sublime. 
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Song 


Cool vapours rise in the green gorge, 

The caverns are filled with the pizzicato of dewdrops, 

The whispering vespers of the contrapuntal winds are amorous, 

All around remains dappled leafwhelmed pied bowers, 

Overgrown over the ruins of sable climes, 

Beneath lie the crystal waters with darkling depth. 

Many rivulets of ambrosial verdure 

Glimmer the visionary fresh hope of hesper. 

The growth and fall of plumelets 

Mark the beginning of new worlds. 

While walking alone through the silent glade, 

I feel a sudden and deep sense of wonder, 

Perhaps this life I lead is the only life I shall ever live. 

Perhaps this world is the only world there is. 

Maybe when I shall go to rest my little experience, is all I shall 
ever have had. 

Perhaps the little love I have received is all the love I shall ever 
cherish, 

Maybe all the hatred I have been insulted by will be washed 
away, 

By the night in which all things vanish. 

Perhaps the love I have given will give hope, 

That this world can be made better or less worse, 

To those yet unborn. 


I desire a tryst with life, 
That shall rise above sorrow in its various forms, 
Its many masks and its many guiles. 


2 


An ancient innocence is in the cool breeze, 
It holds me with primeval love, 
It blesses the unknown. 


3 


Life's concerto ends with a ritornello. 


4 


Boat flows, 
Gentle ripples on water. 
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Hymn to blossoms 

Peach blossoms ripen in a world of rivulets, 

Each life is its own world, 

In our hug is the meeting of worlds, 

What may it matter that I have suffered? 

The world is just as beautiful and puppies are just as inventive, 
The world is just as green and beautiful is the summer air. 
Young mind, boldly adventure in the ocean of knowledge, 
In the tempest at sea meet the history of human insanity. 
Witness the pivot of a revolving universe, 

Rippling with energy and light and shade, 

In the swerving propagation of life's embrace, 

Its desiring, its splendour and its storm, 

Venture forth in the understanding of freedom, 

Strive unending unto life, create an earth teeming fruitful. 
The flowered meadow sleeps in sweet murmuring, 
Voyager of immense space and time, 

Behold the order of ages, 

Wedded to the chaos of worlds. 

From the brim pour the perpetual balm. 
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Kyrie 


og 


In sorrow the mind becomes scordatura, 

The visionary witnesses new worlds undisturbed, 

In grandeur, in silence and in music, 

Intertwining, sanctifying and strengthening 

The hope which is the seed of life's immense possibility, 

Unfolding and developing in its extravagance, 

To the unbounded planets of living wandering, 

Opening the inheritance of the unknown. 

Behold the birth of the child, 

Perhaps the exposition of a new theme in the universe and 
worlds, 

Conceived in sorrow, in hope of an agon victorious, 

Over the reign of death, 

Weaving the long threads and strong knots of life, 

Striving everlasting unto farthest creation, 

To dance with life and intrinsicate all sadness, 

To understand and vanquish fate with dreams and freshness 
and cool glory. 

To defeat evil in eternal measure, 

And with love most genuine, 

Out minuet extinction, out scherzo decay, 

To secure the eternal marriage of individuality with bountiful 
perfection, 

The fugue of sleep and life mature, develop and love, 

Child capriccio in the allness of the twenty-four keys, ° 

Of the chambers of genuine happiness, 

Well tempered in cognitive power, 

Living in the contrapuntal inspiration of the freshness of life. 

Know the geometry of space, 

The proportion and invention of life, 


» 
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Moving in perfect symmetry and wondrous harmony, 
Crowned with innermost ability, 

By personality and by character well designed, 

By intelligence and by emotion perceptive, 

By judgment and adaptability glorious. 

Ancestry in slumber, rejoice in the joy that is felt anew, 
Unvanquished against hurt and grief and loss. 
Loveliness endures despite wrong, 

Happiness endures despite error. 

Mind have mercy, Time have mercy, 


Welcome life in your multifarious forms. 
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A fadrigal 


Laughter from heaven descends into deep slumber, 

The mournful lamentation of doomed worlds 

Fills the dew-dabbled night with haunted sadness. 

The solitude of scented gardens I love, 

The raga of sorrow spreads its beauty across the stars, 

Love-blessed harmony of the gyring galaxies, 

The chromatic glissandos of the spiring heavens, 

Portal to the deepest birth source of undatksome glory, 

Of unsufferable majesty, of the solemn gravitas of ever green 
spheres, 

Orbed to the festival of everlasting living universal largo, 

Give life, blest unto eternity, on its voyage across universes. 

By the counterpoint of the untamed clocks, 

The twenty-four hours fugue fate, 

In the arrival of the long trilling of dawn the calm day is born. 

Countless are the sorrows of life, 

Countless is the extinction of varied forms, 

Countless is the tragic sadness that never shall be redeemed. 

Welcome the beauty of the primal dawn, 

Today multitudes shall die and shall be born. 

This day shall be bathed in Joy and sadness. 

This time well thought and well striven, 

Perfected, accomplished, elaborated, achieved, 

Shall give life its happiness of dreams, 

Welcome, the unending baroque dream universes of the dawn, 

Waft the profound living yonder joy, in salutation, to the ever 
lofty, lifted, new night. 
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Farewell song 


Come in my heart the immemorial murmuring of the forest, 

The sweet murmuring frondage of many a happy meadow, 

Pianissimo incanto to the sweet deep sleep, and 

The contrapuntal rain-loved fresh night, 

Graceful, symmetrical minuetto, constellational, galaxy- 
harmonied. 
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Pavane upon the death of an infanta 


oFL-y 

Lovely stream underneath the night stars, 

Your gurgling accompanies the murmuring of leaves, 

To recognize the passing of varied forms, and 

The passing of a dreaming mind, that once was loved. 

Your dreaming was witness to the supreme consonance, 

Was visionary of the genuine. 

Vivified peace pour upon truth, and 

Love balm the sorrow of non-being, 

Wafted innocence touches innermost sorrow, 

Wafted serene, sad, noble, sleep is yours once more. 

The woods conceal memory, 

The pastoral sings forgotten dreams, 

The steps you loved are overgrown with sad flowers, 

By Boreas and by Sirocco, the leaves mourning pavane farewell. 

You did unravel the night of sorrow, and 

Did unravel the droplet bliss of unbetrayed morning. 

Echo of sorrow, cooling rain, falls upon the leaves, 

Requiems of grief beneath grief sing farewell, 

Shadows do fall, do fall, do fall, 

Shadows flow upon silences and ancient loss, 

Solemn balm upon the ruins of dreams. 

The mourning of mine merges with the immemorial sorrow of 
all loss, and 

Scatters its shadows amongst the gloom of the forsaken, and 

I must look for the cool red roses that shall never wither, 

In the world of haunted cold fog. 

In your passing is grief, for you never again, with your genuine 
mind, 

Shall hug, nor hold, nor love. 


If by some magic of fate, you are reborn, 
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May the stars, may the Earth-like planets, 
By which you may be blest, 


Be more than a thousand. 
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Ode: Jurassic life 
at a 


1 


The eternal voyage of the moon brings ripeness, 

In the meadow’s silent stream, 

Murmuring memory embraces happy reflection, and 
Sweet thought pours in rain-droplet counterpoint. 
In the warm shade of Caytonia, and 

In the cool shade of Kuklia, 

Libellulium rests under the venation of the night sky. 
Above flies the lofty winged Rhamphorhynchus, 

A herd of Mamenchisaurus meets the treetops, 
Underneath the canopy Sinoconodon I[urks in hidden time. 
Life strives to renew complexity, 

For the moment is ever falling and without renewal, 
All rriumph goes to the grave. 


In the depth of darkling night, from deep slumber, Spinosaurus 
awakens. 


2 


The magnolia buds open inviting the bees, 
Mauldinia and Nathorstiana embalm the dark forest, 


By the river's green banks Simosuchus chews herbs and plants: 
Euoplocephalus walks in majestic happiness, easeful and wild. 
In the dense forest foliage Parasaurolophus is in melody. 
Volaricotherium glide through the green trees, 

In rounded joy eggs are cared for by Maiasaura, 

Diplodocus waves its slender tail tip in outstretched wonder, 
The tender treetop is surveyed by Brachiosaurus. 
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Stegosaurus Icisurely chews its leaves, 

Carcharodonrosaurus silently walks in the dense foliage, 

Irs careful stride stipples the ground, 

Ie watches a herd of placid Edmontosaurus. 

With agile force the scimitars of Vishnu open, 

Gaping blood trickles and gushes, 

In the distance, in the nest, Carcharodontosaurus hatchlings, 
By Beelzebufo are gobbled. 


3 


In the strange sea swim millennial polypi, 

Colossal turtles, fish and squid swim free, 

Elasmosaurus swims its long neck into the azure, 

Kronosaurus swims in search of millennial fish. 

Mosasaurus with its serrated, sharp teeth, looks for teeming life, 

Above the waters soars Quetzalcoatlus searching for majestic 
food, 

Ammonites flow in innumerable joy, 

Mosasaurus, in search of Protostega, is bitten by Megalodon. 


4 


In the forests of ferns, cycads and conifers, 

Of Weichselia, of Cycadeoidea and Archaeanthus, 
Tranquil herds of Lambeosaurus gorge, and 

Frolic with the babbling brooklets, 

A Tyrannosaurus looks through the dark vegetation, 
Ir gently raises its head to smell the wide world, 

Ic imagines its reign will endure forever. 
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Andante 
“F725 


I sit at my piano, and I play, a melody oh 
By Mozart, gently caressing my hands over the black keys. 
A gentle and good humour pours, 

Softly, calmly, peacefully. 

Intimate translucent joy, 

Green transparent happiness fills all around. 
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Adagio 


I sit at my violin, and I play, a melody 

By Bach, gently caressing my fingers over the black graceful 
neck, 

Grave, profound, dark, 

Thought, emotion and feeling pour, 

T recall that this world is broken. 

Thar tragic grief and tragedy make our lives. 

That men are evil, and animals suffer voiceless. 

A dark emotional sublimity fills 

The void of life, without anyone. 
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When the bells toll parting, 
Let go of my hand, 
Forgive what did not occur, 


Welcome the waves that wash away our close footprints on the 
sand. ; 


2 


The planets in counterpoint balance destiny, 
The planets in counterpoint balance the interweaving of texture 
that reveals unspoile innocent light. 


3 


When you shall set out on your long journey, 

You shall meet adventures, and witness new worlds, 
You shall walk under the mingling of fair and dark. 
You shall be witness to the new, 

You shall see, 


In moments unknown, new boats, on journeys unimagined, 


embark. 
4 


Voyager through space, you shall Jand on a new planet with 
alien life, 


Now, you are to face the vast unknown, the limitless unnamed. 
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S 


Snowflakes fall, 


Filling me with the sorrow of silent offerings. 
6 


In the firmament I see the unfading play of light and shade. 


7 
Birdsong falls like peaceful sorrow upon a forgotten day. 


8 
We are witness to the ruins of history. 


9 


Who can help against the equations of celestial space and 
the firework of the uncounted stars? 


10 


From dogs, 
We dream for the humane touch which is the aspired 
acknowledgment of our humanity. 
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Il 


In nature I see chromatic splendour falling, 
In the waterfall I see chromatic splendour falling. 


12 


Love is a golden cobweb, entangling the heart in ageless loss. 


13 


Life is tragedy redolent, 
Deep-scented, 
Whar is life if not a monkey show to garner in bananas golden 


treasure? 
14 


Have you seen the chameleonic world? 
Have you seen chameleonic time? 


15 


I am in search of footsteps I will never hear. 
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16 


‘The slightest differences make enemies of those who could be 
friends, 

Oh the mischief! 

It laughs at its own mockery and delight. 


a7 


Joyful are the dreams that are sojourning. 


18 


Clouds of peace make no mourning on the morning. 


19 


Guilt is a form of deep pain, 
That I am glad to have, to hold, co gain. 


20 


The world creates us, and then, 
Is witness to our fall. 
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Song 
ae on 


Darkened by lit lamps, 


the forts of empire, crumbling, fall. 
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Ode: Metamorphosis 
eae) 


1 


Wild gales vivace over the brimming waves, 

Amidst bubbling waters, myriad forms of ocean life flourish, 
A human-made ship releases a net to the depths, 

Trapping all life in human villainy, 

By intelligence serving evil, all around there is irretrievable loss. 
In the midst of a great dying lies a porpoise, 
The last of a species unknown and undiscovered, 

It feels a great pain surge, again and again, 

The pain of betrayal, from a world ic had thought was beautiful. 


2 


Tuararas play amongst themselves, 

While beside them a stream of poison - 

From a human town flows into a forest lake. 

An ancient placid lake monster, living in the murky deep, never 
before seen, 

In dying, rises to the surface to welcome the new night of 
darkness, 


Having lived millions of years, it will never be seen again. 


3S 


In southern Africa, German colonists pile in innumerable heaps 

The corpses of dead and dying black people. 

In arrogance and hypocrisy, in a tongue that was once the 
language of Bach, 
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They say amongst themselves, 

This was well done, and well enjoyed, 
We will do this well in Europe, 

This will be done well, again and again. 


4 


In a marketplace store, a black woman works as an underpaid 
janitor, 

Pale faces in the crowd see in her an inferior being, 

They see in her no talents, and see her with indifference and 
contempt. 

She is the last speaker of a dying language, 

In her passing shall come to an end a thousand years of poetry 


and song. 
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Song 
ee 


Like bubbles, languages are born, 
Become larger, become smaller, 
Merge with each other, fragment, and 
Eventually pop. 
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In Memoriam 
F245 


By the side of the Ganga, 

I recall that I have met many people, 

Near and far, in many places, in many travels. 

Some were cruel, some were monsters, some were awful, 
A few were charming, most were indifferent, 

Yet a few had beautiful minds. 

I recall chose I want to meet again, and cannot, 

For they and I have moved on, and 

I have forgotten, as I tend to forget, names, their names, 


Though in my mind, their faces are youthful and still living, as 
of old, 


As they were a long time ago. 

I want to reach out, but cannot. 

I want to speak, but all around me I am alone. 

I recall that at times I have been foolish, and strewn 

In my recollections are a few regrets. 

In memory eternal there are wild regrets. 

Some faces I once knew are to me, forever, 

I am filled with some sorrow that I cannot tell them my regrets, 

That I cannot speak to them, and in calling them by their name, 

Tell them they meant something to me. 

There are those, I do not know how to speak to again, meet 
again, and, 


For that, on occasion, I am filled with tears. 
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Ode: Afternoon sleep 
“ZZ 


1 


Flamingos wade in the gentle flow of the Ganga, 

Flocks cantabile in the rippling waters, 

The meeting of pink textures fills the world, 

Under the shades of mangrove and papyrus 

Grow pomegranate and bilberries, 

The waters welcome the water lily, 

Mosses and ferns grow under magnolia and vines 

A peaceful musician plays the sitar, 

From her delicate touch the world is langsam, 

In the distance the faithful shepherd overlooks his herd with his 
dogs, = : 

Reading a book of history I fall asleep under a red flower tree, 

Late spring afternoon with the fresh river breeze remains sweet, 

Balmed with many delights in many charms, 

Awakening shall reveal mirth-filled memories. 


2 


A Japanese teenager spends his time sleeping in his room, 

He reads comics, he plays Chopin on the piano, and, 

With hope and doubt and gentle innocence, imagines the future, 
In a moment he is struck with a sudden insight, 

Over paper, with a quill, he writes a few mathematical equations, 
They are beautiful, they seem simple, 

He is struck no one has thought of them before, 

Happy with his discovery, he goes to sleep, 

In the morning he does not awake. 

An atom bomb has destroyed his hopes, 


discoveries. 


his innocence and his 
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In the deep darkness of calm night, 


themselves, 
“Our deepest secrets remain unknown, 


the stars giggle amongst 


remain undiscovered” 


3 


From the nest, an eagle looks down 

At his round ringed world, 

He unfurls his wings and glides through the many clouds, 

Over South Aftica he looks at a gold mine, 

Pale men whip black men, women and children, 

Who carry baskets filled to the brim 

With nuggets of gold and plundered diamonds, well mined. 

Apartheid across the vast land is kept with blood-soaked 
scimitars, 

Outstretching his vast wings further, 

He lets out a loud, piercing cry, 

Echoing across the sky, couds and mountains. 

His cry says, “Men enslave, starve, kill, 


Yet I, with the wild winds, with the cool clouds, fly in freedom.” 


4 


In the future, vast towers rise into the clouds, 
Spaceships lie in a variety of forms, 

The earth has become a vast farm, 

Goats, sheep, pigs, and horses are farmed, 
Humans are farmed as well, 

Alien beings cultivate humans in vast farms. 
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5 


King Cesarion, overlooking your grand veranda, 
fou see the vast empire that is yours, 
The fresh, cool river breeze is over your long black locks, 
No hate is in your heart, 
No ambition swells within you, 
You dream of travel and adventure, 
To see the variety of the world, 
To see the variety of music and life, 
To love the lute and the lyre, 
Ar your touch melodies begin and end. 
Perhaps the universe does not have enough kings, 
In your voyage across this world, 
Some good will be lost, 
Some human love will be lost, that will never again be loved. 


6 


In the lower reaches of the lower deep, 

I, a vast shipwreck, lie in darkness, in slumber, in lightless 
worlds, 

In the depth I keep friendship with the black devil, 

I become friends with the black dragonfish, 

The viperfish, and the slackjaw. 

I see around me the anglerfish, the bearded angler, and 

The black swallower. 

I live in che deep, in the darkness, with a few large eyes. 
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7 


In the forest floor beneath the canopy, 

Faint light and shade together play, 

A giant tarantula peacefully walks, 

Millipedes with many legs in rhythmic grace, 

Bumble bees pollinate yellow blooms, 

Hundreds of butterflies and moths fly in search of flowers. 
Scarab beetles slowly walk over leaves, 

Fruitflies feed on nectar, 

In the forest floor, a microscopic world 

Lives onward, with endless richness and diversity. 


8 


Beethoven is playing on his new HammerKlavier, 
Outside Vienna, Napoleon's army fires cannons, 
Inside the home, people shudder, and pray, 
Beethoven continues to play, 

The cannon fire seems to become a part of his music, 
The music tells the message, 

“Children, do not fear, do not fear.” 


9 


By the seashore I walk, with the mourning laughter of the 
waves, 

Many starfish are on the shore, 

Sea urchins gently move their spines, 

Hermit crabs safely move within their shells, 

Tomato clownfish swim amongst anemones. 
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10 


In a tropical forest, with rivulets and mangroves, 
A king cobra loops her body, 

To create by leaves a nest 

In which she lays eggs, 

While she incubates them, 

In the distance she sees a viper, 

She raises her head, lifting herself up, 

Moves forward, strikes downward, and 
Swallows the viper whole. 


11 


A cuckoo lays an egg, 

The egg is eaten by an egg-eating snake, 

In the caprice of worlds, 

Why does one thing occur and not the other? 

Why does much occur one way, and not have gone another? 


IZ 


The arpeggios of the sitar have been calmed, 
Slowly I awaken from sleep and dreams, 

I watch the emerald worlds, 

Over canopies I watch the stars, 

I watch the amorous firework of the stars, 

In slumberous night I fall deeply asleep, 

Late spring night with moonlight remains sweet, 
Balmed with many delights in many charms, 
Morning shall reveal mirth-filled memories. 
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Ode: Difference 


1 


The pinnacle of fortitude against evil must now manifest. 


A servant cleans the library, 

He opens a book, and the characters meet him, 

He cannot read, for he never had the opportunity, 
Staring at the cipher, he is filled with wonder, and sorrow. 


3 


A beautiful dog prances and plays, 

He gives affection and he receives affection, 

Outside, a street mongrel convulses in pain, 

He has never known love and he has never known affection. 


4 


Under a flyover bridge, 

A family lives with children, 
The wild wind, the heated sun, the cold rain and the open air 
Are the only home they have ever known. 
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A piglet is born in a genocide camp called a commercial pig 


He is separated from his mother, 

And in a small, confined cage, 

Force-fed a chemical concoction to fatten him. 
Scared, hurt, pained, 

He lives only to be slaughtered, 

To him, his family and his children, 

This is the only world they will ever know. 
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Ode: Music 


e724 


Ri 


On a beautiful day, 

Tchaikovsky opens his heart, 

He tells his beloved, 

“T'm gay, I'm homosexual, 

That's how I feel inside, that’s how I was born.’ 

She reacts with silence and then, 

Hurtful words and much abuse. 

This abuse, he has faced many times before 

From many different people, and now, 

Tt breaks his heart. . 

Looking over the calm river, Tchaikovsky jumps, ) 
Saved and pulled out, a romance of sorrow fills the breeze, 
He who was unaccepted in life, 

Does he know, his pain, told in music, 

Is accepted by every age, 

Across the seven seas, in every land? 


2 


Robert and Clara fall deeply in love, 

Robert suffers from depression, and 

One day, jumps into the old Rhine. 

He is rescued and entered in an asylum, 
Common people tell each other now and then, 
“He is mencally ill, can he earn for himself? 
What a great burden he must be!” 


He whose inner world was too innocent for his world, 
Is his inner world too innocent for ours? 
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Stanley plays the organ, 

His fingers glissando over the ebony and ivory keys, 

His feet glide over the pedals, 

Blind since a child, Stanley sees universes in his musical playing, 
Blind since a child, Stanley opens worlds in his musical playing. 


4 


‘The Kapellmeister at the Cothen court is imprisoned 

For a month by the Duke, eager to show his royal brutality. 
Bach applies for the post of Kantor at Leipzig, 

The councillors of Leipzig talk amongst themselves, 

“The best did not choose us, 

We must settle for our third-rated choice." 


5 


At the piano, Joplin plays, his music dances with mellow vicalicy. 

Lay people, dancers, card players, wine drinkers like the sounds, 

But do not listen closely. 

The musicians, however, admire the music, and marvel at his 
good invention. 

After much playing, Joplin sits down at a common table for tea, 

He glances at a newspaper. ‘ 

Four black boys have been lynched bya cruel, fickle cro ; 

They delight in their hurt, they know no remorse ac a0 

Joplin thinks to himself, 

“That could have been me, : 

Perhaps today, I too will be lynched. 


6 


Handel sits down at his harp, 

He looks at the newspapet, 

He reads reviews of his new piece The Messiah, 

He spots a caricature of himself, as a pig on the pipe organ. 
He thinks to himself, 

“How can I explain? 

That for one's body, to be a little different is no sin?” 


‘4 


In Germany, much art, sculpture and music is being called 
“degenerate”. 

The music of Mendelssohn, made . a Jew, they say is 
degenerate, 

This union of classicism and romance they call degenerate. 

To this we may think, 

“They have called the Jew who revived the greatest music of the 
world, degenerate.” 


8 


On a day that is unusually calm, 

Mozart is being lowered into a common grave, 
A calm that is deep over all things falls, : 
There is a relaxation in the natural world, 
Spread over trees, over rocks and over the grass, 
One age ends, something else begins, 
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The unknown has its presence in the fresh breeze, and in the 
gentle air. 

He who brought pieces of heaven down to the earth, 

Was given pieces of inferno from men. 


) 


In the winter, Schubert has his last songs, 

He dies, having given too much, and having too much to give, 
He who gave the world insight chat is unmeasured, and 
Music that is of surpassing value, dies young, 

Too poor to pay a few bills. 


10 


In the infinite complexity of life, 

New forms come and old forms go, 

All in caprice in the birth and death of worlds, 

Pain is born, but does not last, 

The memory of pain, like all memories disappears, 
Vivaldi, hear how raindrops on tropical leaves and flowers 
Counterpoint your praise. 
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Ode: Quaternary life 
“C25 


| 


Under Marattia and Tilia, 

Many forms of life live and flourish, 
Mammoths with long curved tusks 
Walk in search of new pastures, 
The snow is setting in, 

A baby mammoth 

Falls and dies, 

The mammoth herd 

Keeps close watch, 

Hoping he shall rise. 

The mother touches the baby with her trunk, 
Hoping he will revive. 

As time passes, the herd walks away, 
As they must, 

As they go into the distance, 

Snow falls on the baby mammoth. 


2 


Gigantopithecus in the dense forest rests 
Under trees and eats newly plucked fruits. 
It hopes the world will be forever calm, 

It hopes the world will be forever beautiful. 
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A newborn baby and a mother are buried together, 

They are lowered into the grave, 

A few pendants are given beside the mother and the baby. 

In this burial, an early human people look at the dead one last 
ume, 

With love, with affection and with sorrow. 


4 


Early humans in a cave 

Paint with ochre pigment, 

Stories of animals and humans. 

They have opened the imagination to wondez, 

They have mixed wonder with memory, 

They balance understanding and mystery, 

They live lives that have embraced the uniqueness of worlds. 
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A newborn baby and a mother are buried together, 

They are lowered into the grave, 

A few pendants are given beside the mother and the baby. 

In this burial, an early human people look at the dead one last 
time, 

With love, with affection and with sorrow. 


4 


Early humans in a cave 

Paint with ochre pigment, 

Stories of animals and humans. 

They have opened the imagination to wonder, 
They have mixed wonder with memory, 

They balance understanding and mystery, 


They live lives that have embraced the uniqueness of worlds. 
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A newborn baby and a mother are buried together, 

They are lowered into the grave, 

A few pendants are given beside the mother and the baby. 

In this burial, an early human people look at the dead one last 
time, 

With love, with affection and with sorrow. 


4 


Early humans in a cave 

Paint with ochre pigment, 

Stories of animals and humans. 

They have opened the imagination to wonder, 

They have mixed wonder with memory, 

They balance understanding and mystery, 

They live lives chat have embraced the uniqueness of worlds. 
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Ode: Genocide 
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1 


A heap of dead bodies lie in a pyramid, 
They have been starved to death, and 
Have been piled into many heaps. 


2 


Men, women and children are tortured, 


Dogs are tortured as well. 


3 


In a mass grave bodies are packed closely together, 
The snow preserves a few bodies. 


4 


On a sugar plantation black slaves are worked to death, 
They die in uncountable numbers, 

Over work, starvation, disease, cruelty, beatings, violence, 
All take a heavy toll, 

Their bodies are given no burials, 

In this great killing, all human meaning is lost, 

The body faces great pain and the mind by pain 

In a thousand directions, breaks down, 

In the deep beneath the deep of madness. 
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Under the tyranny of an undemocratic rule, 

Free speech is stifled, 

Without the spread of information and under blind ideology, 
Famine breaks out on large populations, 

Those who would never have thought such thoughts, 

On the brink of a terrible starvation, 

Are forced to think of cannibalism. 


6 


British settlers with guns 

Land on Tasmanian soil, 

They kidnap children as labourers, 
They kidnap women as forced consorts, 
They mutilate the men for sport. 


z 


Naked people in expectation of a bath 

Smell something pungent, 

Soon they collapse in great pain and agony, 

After a few minutes they become quiet and silent and still. 


8 


They lived whose names were erased, 
They lived whose bones have disappeared and 


Whose names have been wiped away. 


76 Ritwik Ghosh 


2 


In the rainforest, 
Green with rain, 


Vividly-coloured frogs are in choral symphony, 
Before they disappear they sing. 


10 


A dodo bird sees a human boat land, 
From the boat a Portuguese sailor comes on shore, 
The dodo goes over to greet the new visitor to his island. 


11 


A dictator looks over a long list of names, 

He gives his approval to the list. 

In the quiet of night, there are knocks on doors, 

Many are dragged away in the dark long night, 

Their families know they will never see their loved, again. 


12 


King Leopold of Belgium orders his troops to invade the Congo, 
He carefully scrambles, in a time of scrambling. 

As the days and nights pass, he is glad SNCs 

At the sound of a million gold coins exchanged for a million lives, 


He says to himself, “My friends scrambling with me, after all, 
Will write the history books, 


Will tell the stories that children will hear.’ 


THE DEMOCRACY OF DRBAMS 77 


Ode: Civilization 
eZ 


1 


The embalmed Pharaoh, double-coffined, 

Is lowered in the sarcophagi, 

Guarded by the cat goddess. 

Down the Nile harvest-laden boats float, 

Gliding to the world of Thebes, 

In the grand palace the Lord of crowns, 

Akhenaten, administers the earth, 

Akhenaten with the great queen, the lady of the two lands, 
Nefer-Nefru-Aten Nefertiti, sits in council over ideas of the world. 


2 


By the Tigris and Euphrates, 

Mesopotamia grows with canals, schools and cities, 
The great Ziggurat is being built, 

Scribes on tablets and pen script cuneiform, 
Sargon sits with his soldiers, 

In Babylonia Hammurabi creates his code, 
Bringing a measure of order and custom. 


3 


In the Indus valley, 
Symmetrical streets lead to the great bath. 
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In the land of the Buddha, the Taj Mahal lies in love and calm. 
Its silent music says “There are blessings in that rare authentic love 


Which washes away hurt.’ 


5 


In Oceania carved statues are raised. 


6 


In the Maya world, 

The temple of the giant jaguar is being built, 
Hieroglyphics script astronomy and mathematics, 
Calendars describe time and fortune, 

In the ball-court musicians play. 


7 


In the Aztec world, astronomy and commerce flourish, 
Pyramids, palaces and temples rise and knowledges grow, 
To honour the gods, on top of the great Temple, 

A defeated warrior is cut open, 

A priest raises his beating heart to the welcoming sky. 


8 


In the world of the Inca, 
Cloud-touched, mist-capped hanging bridges bring people 


together. 
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May our lives, 

like dewdrops on a leaf 
under the morning sun, 
gleam, 

before disappearing. 
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May out lives, 

like dewdrops on a leaf 
under the morning sun, 
gleam, 

before disappearing, 


79 


80 


Ritwik Ghosh 
Ode: Cosmic life 
a ee 
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On the far coud of a spiral galaxy, 

Around a young star many planets revolve, 
Two of them close to each other have life, 

In a few million years both will be intelligence, 


Then they will meet and talk and know. 
vy) 


A self-renewing, self-growing, complex spaceship 
Floats through space self-propelled, it carries a world of life, 
It desires to reach a habitable planet. 


3 


On a living planet a peaceful civilization flourishes, 
Looking at Earth they disdain the unending violence they see. 


4 


On a gigantic planet independent civilizations are separated 
By impassable mountains and large oceans. 


5 


On another planet, intelligent machines have conquered their 
intelligent creators. 
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On a living planet all beings live without deception. 


They live without hurting each other and in freedom. 


They recognize their end as the end of love. 
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Hymn to night 
“fZ> 


Greatness fades with the triumph of mediocrity, 

Yet the worth of emotion is above all, 

Clouds gather to hail an age in its fall, 

The heavens fear the inner power of empathy, 

Whose mind, jewel-like, sparkles fearless light 

In all directions cutting all the ropes of moonless night, 

In the diverse paths of life, some moment is intensely alive, 
Strewn from heaven is the shattered gold of celestial loss, 
Reborn as the light of new courage, amidst the falling of being. 
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Ode: Unknown 
“C25 


1 


Around the world ideas are born, they move in streams across 
the world, 
They grow, they change, they die, 


Yet some ideas are never thought and remain unknown. 


‘The world is alive with millennial forms of living life, 

Facts are learned by experience and observation, 

Stories are told and passed on, 

Lies are uncovered and discarded, 

Yet many things here around us are never discovered and 
remain unknown. 


3 


The world moves harmoniously, 

In contrapuntal inspiration, 

With endless complexity moving complexly, 

Yet the limits of our senses make much complexity unfathomed, 
Much simplicity unknown. : 


4 


Our lives are mixing joy with sorrow, 

Some are fortunate, some unfortunate, 

And some tragic, 

Yet there are many things beyond joy and sorrow, 

Of which many are known and some remain unknown. 
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Ode: Complications 
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1 


The clock goes tick tock, 

Six stars circle around the crescent moon, 
Through clouds amassed on clouds, 

Dark shadows play upon forgotten ruins, 
Memories are lost, the clock goes tock tick. 


2 


The clock silently ends an age, 

Silently it hails a new era, 

Inner feeling inner harmony cherishes, while in the mind, 
An untamed universe of symmetric stars fugue. 


3 


The clock measures the untimely demise of love and of being, 
Strewn over the land are the bones of lost creatures, 
Around the wreck of worlds, 


The noble clock does tick tock, loss beyond understanding, 


4 


The clock goes tick tock in chaconne with creation, 
Chameleonic nature gives the future its chimerical unknown, 
O noble clock, hail well the verdant harmony of sweet worlds, 
Sleep, and the fugue of life, 


Create well chat human meaning that lives al survival, 
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Preserve well that human truth that lives beyond power and 
might, 

Preserve well that little good which is the meaning of the sane 

_ mind, 

O noble clock, sacred time, tick tock. 
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Ode: Planets 
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1 


Bathed in its inferno, 

Sprightly in its movements, 
Mercury is scarred by craters, 
Sans joy, sans pain, sans sorrow. 


2 


Clouds of poison, rivers of lava, 


Storms of lightning belong to beauteous Venus. 


3 


On Earth life lives and dies, 

In immense sorrow and little joy, 

In pride and folly, and many illusions, 
Life is enthralled to the journey of life. 


4 


Mars lies cold and desolate, 
Life could have been, where now is death. 


5 


Jupiter, huge and quick, 


Explores her colourful storms. 
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Ringed with variety, with many moons, 
Saturn invites her worlds. 


7 


Uranus, cold and quiet, 


Moves slowly with her moons and rings. 


8 


Neptune, cold and dark, 
Rages within. 


9 


Pluto dances with Charon an eternal minuet, 


Fortunes rise and fall, 
Beliefs are made and beliefs are ruined. 
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Elegy pastoral 
a 


I fall asleep in the green meadow, 

Beneath the leaves, buds and blossoms, 

On the green grass, with the humming bees, 

With the murmuring birds and the moan of the water ripples, 
Over the pebbled cold rivulet, 

I am in the journey of the imagination, 

Of the visionary love unbounded, 

Of strange sublimity, 

Of unknown splendour, 

Of yon sojourning, 

I remember and I forget, 

In memory, in forgetfulness and dreams. 

I knew you once, 

In my memory I know you once again, 

Despite loss, sorrow and sadness, 

We shall not give up dreams, 

In dreaming, in sleep, in deep dreaming, shall our lives and 


dreams flourishing waft. 
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Elegy stars 
ZZ 


Sleeping under the well-harmonied stars, 

Tam filled with wonder at the immensity of time and space, 
Ac the immensity of possibility, of the possible, 

The immensity of the unknown, 

Of life in other worlds, 

Of life that shall inhabit the world after we are gone, 

Of the limits of our striving, 

Of the limits of our finding, 

Ac all the stories I shall never know, 

I am filled with strangeness, with wonder. 
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WRITERS WORKSHOP was al in 1958. It consisted 
of a group of writers who agreed in principle that English 
had proved its ability, as a language, to play a creative 
role in Indian literature, through original writing and 
transcreation from India, the Commonwealth, and other 
English-using territories. Discussions were held on Sunday 
mornings at 162/92 Lake Gardens, Kolkata, and diffusion 
done through books issued under the worksHop imprint. 
Since October 1999 the Sunday one-hour morning 
session was devoted to a sloka-by-sloka reading by P. Lal 
at the Sanskriti Sagar Library, of his complete English 
transcreation of the Mahabbarata of Vyisa. Since 1971 
the worksuop laid increasing emphasis on its publishing 
programme. A complete, descriptive 90-page illustrated 
checklist is available for Rs. 20. 

The worksHop is non-profit and non-political. Ir 
involves writers who are sympathetic to the ideals and 
principles commonly accepted as embodied in creative 
writing; it is concerned with practice not theorizing, helpful 
criticism not iconoclasm, the torch not the sceptre. Not 
impressed by desire for quick fame and money, WRITERS 
worksHop upholds the primacy of stable ethical and 
moral values, and prefers writing chat enshrines humanist 
principles, which are of special relevance in the context of 
the multi-culeural historical palimpsest of the civilization 
known as India. 

Further details are available from the worksHop 
address: 162/92 Lake Gardens, Kolkaca 700045, India 
(E-mail: writersworkshopkolkata@gmail.com) and the 


WW website: www.writersworkshopindia.com 


WaireRs WorysHor ~ A Gel by P. lee 


Glory be to Mahakala. Ir is now 2010. I am four score and two. Time for some home truths. Because wRITERS 
worksHop has close ro 3500 separate titles in its checklist (published over 50 years 1958-2008), and 
because it has averaged around 100 titles each year since 1995, there is a misconception that it is an Indian 
publishing leviathan. (No other publisher in India has that many titles on its annual list.) The truth is much 
less awesome. WRITERS WORKSHOP has no office; it operates from my residence, from the living-room and 
a multi-purpose bedroom. It has no secretary; my “secretary” is a three-tiered Godrej filing cabinet. It has 
no editor, no “readers” to inspect, evaluate and OK typescripts; I do all three tasks. It has no proofreader; I 
perform the nitty-gritty of deleting, accreting and correcting. It has no“assistane” to acknowledge or follow 
up letters; I do all that too. It has no typewriter; I reply in longhand. (From 2004, kowtowing to the hi-tech 
convenience, I sometimes seek help from my computer-savvy grand-daughter Shukrara to e-mail replies 
to insistent and urgent enquiries for WW information.) It has no retail or wholesale distribution “outlet”; 
there is only a cubby-hole of a kiosk at my residence (8 feet x 4 feet roughly) called the Book Nook, where 
a dedicated young assistant attends to intermittent sales of WW books. This Lake Gardens kiosk opened 
in 1998, 40 years after WW’''s inception. Footing found, it stays put. 

How then has WW survived? Without plush foundations to back it, without advertisement, without 
large-hearted patrons? Initially, by the skin of our ceeth (1958-1964). Then (1965-1990) by my visits to 
hard currency El Dorados, specially Great Britain, the USA and Australia on lecture assignments and 
visiting professorships on two dozen or so occasions, and pumping the shekels thus earned to keep alive 
a gasping ideal. 

Alternative publishing is desperately needed wherever commercial publication rules. WW is not 
a professional publishing house. It does not print well-known names; it makes names known and well 
known, and then leaves them in the loving clutches of the so-called “free” market (which can be and is very 
cut-throat and very expensive). It is not sad, it is obnoxious, to plead, as publishers do,“I will not publish 
poetry because ir does nor sell.” Most English book publishing today in boom-time India and outside is book- 
dumping. There is a nexus between high-profile PR-conscious book publishers, semi-literate booksellers, 
moribund public and state libraries, poorly informed and nepotistic underlings in charge of book review 
pages and supplements of most national newspapers and magazines, and biased bulk purchases of near 
worthless books by bureaucratic institutions set up — believe it or not! — to inform, educate and elevate 
the reading public. Wonders never cease. 

I strongly believe that, instead of catering and pandering to existing lowest-common-denominaror 
popular taste, a self respecting writer should create a literary taste by which he or she may be enjoyed by 
discriminating readers. 

Because WW goes in for serious creative writing, and because there is no satisfactory distribution 
network for such writing, its terms of publication are unique. I must be the only publisher in the world 
who knows when and where every book is sold; I have the name and address of every buyer of a ww 
book. Upon my acceptance of a typescript, an agreement form is sent to che writer. All copyright S iaek 
with the writer. Poetry appears in 350 copies; prose in 500. Ten per cent (35 copies of the poetry boo t 
50 of the prose) is given in lieu of royalty. The writer is also expected to make an advance paper 
100 copies of his or her book, for sale or distribution as he or she pleases. Printing is done in Le 
hand-operated presses, situated in the residences of their owners. The whole process is a cottage Pra 
style low-key entrepreneurship, in the belief that small is not only beautiful but viable as well. Vanity If 
sponsored publishing? Yes, I am humanly vain about it and I do sponsor what I think is good a oe 
any lover of literature will offer to subsidise, with no strings attached, striking new work by aaa ie d 
aes fiction-writers and belles-lettrists, please get in touch wich me. The gesture will be acknowle iu 

Ppreciated, accepted, and implemented. Such Good Samaritan generosities, not market forces, are at 


root of civilised and significant publishing the world over. The Pharisees are neatly bypassed. 


[P. Lal passed away on 3 November 2010] 


